470                   A   GLASTONBURY   ROMANCE
Crow's, and you shall ask Ned and me to supper. Did you see
the ghost of Merlin, Mr. Geard?"
"How long have you been a good girl like this, Lady Rachel?"
he asked.
"Since the moment you picked me up off the floor," she an-
swered. "I thought to myself, it's worth getting into a rage to
be carried to bed by the Mayor of Glastonbury; and so I stayed
still. I liked your carrying me, Mr. Geard. I felt like a doll."
"You'll keep your promise, Rachel, and help Mr. Barter with
those little images?"
She made an effort to get her arms free of the purple coverlet;
but he laid his hand on its surface and stopped her.
"Good-night," he said. "I'll find my way back. It's moonlight
now."
"I believe you will make Glastonbury all you want it to be!'1
she cried with shining eyes.
Her face looked so fragile emerging quaintly from the folds
of the rug and resting on the white sheet, that, hardly realising
what he was doing, he bent down and kissed her cold cheek.
"Good-night, Lady Rachel," he repeated.
Back once again in King Mark's vast dusky chamber, Mr.
Geard set himself seriously to think of his grand design. The
girl's words, "You will make Glastonbury all you want it to be,"
had started a train of cogitation that it was hard to bring to
a pause. To confess the truth,, too, he felt a little chilly now in
his flimsy bed without that noble covering! But his mind went
back to that vast array of ancient folios in the room where Will
Zoyland had challenged him.
"What those old Scholastics aimed at," he thought, "I shall
fulfil. All their fine-spun logic is dipped in Christ's Blood; and
I shall make of that Blood a living Fountain on Chalice Hill, to
which all the nations of the earth shall come for healing!"
He tried to warm himself by rolling the bed-clothes tightly
around his body, very much as he had rolled the purple coverlet
around . . . Nineue. There it was! The two Beings, the old
Magician's paramour, and this sweet young creatuure who so
believed in the power of poor Johnny Geard, had at last merged
in each other. Well! That was how it should be. There was des-